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Every Sunday 
morning old 
Jacob Moody 
rose early to 
cook onions for 
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his breakfast. On weekdays he 
always boiled an egg. 

Once he woke early on a Friday 
morning. It was his birthday. He 
sat up in bed and pulled off his 
nightcap. 

“Let me think,” he said to himself. 
“How old am I to-day ?” 

He scratched his head. 

“Why! -I must be eighty! I am 
the oldest man in the village. This 
will be a wonderful day. For a treat, 
I will cook onions instead of an egg 
for my breakfast.” 

The onions were soon browning in 
the pan. Old Jacob’s merry eyes 
sparkled with pleasure. 

“Eighty years old to-day!” he 
muttered as he poked the onions 
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with his fork. “I shall tell everyone 
in the village." | 
Caroline Cob lived next door. She 
kept the bakehouse. Every morning 
she rose early to bake her bread. 
She opened her eyes this Friday 
morning at the usual time. She was 
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just about to get up when she smelt 
Jacob’s onions frying. 

“Oh! It is Sunday morning,” 
she thought with delight. And she 
turned over and went to sleep again. 

Peggy Props lived in the next 
cottage. She was the washer- 
woman. Every morning she rose 
early to wash the clothes. 

As she was springing out of bed 
on this Friday morning, she missed 
something. There was no smell of 
Caroline's bread baking. She sat 
still and sniffed. 

“Of course," she thought, “it is 
Sunday morning." 

And she turned over and went to 
sleep again. | 

Bill Barnes had а farm at the 
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corner. Every morning Һе rose 
early to set the horses to work. 

He was just getting up on this 
Friday morning when he looked out 
of the window. Something must be 
wrong! Peggy's washing was not 
hanging out! А 

“Why, it is Sunday morning,” he 
thought. “The horses can stay in 
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the meadow to-day." Апа he turned 
over and went to sleep again. 

Simon Stamp was the village post- 
man. Every morning he rose early 
to take round the letters. 

A happy sound woke him on this 
Friday morning. It was Bill’s old 
horse cropping grass under his window. 

“Oh!” he yawned sleepily. “It 

is Sunday morning.” 

— And he turned over and went to 
sleep again. 

Peter Pullem was the church bell- 
ringer. Every morning the post- 
man's knock woke him. But on this 
Friday morning he slept a long time. 
When he woke and looked at his 
watch he was surprised. 

"It is strange," he thought. 
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“Simon has not 
brought my news- 
paper! It must 
be Sunday morn- 
ing. I will make 
haste and wake 
the lads. It is 
nearly time to 
ring the bells.” 
So he got up 


quickly and went 58 


away to ring the 
church bells. 

Parson Good- 
enough also over- 
slept. He woke 
to hear the bells 
ringing. 


“Dear me!" wy 


J.B. 


he said to himself. “It is Sunday 
morning!” 

So he quickly put on his clothes, 
had no time for breakfast, and hurried 
away to the church. 

And so it happened that because 
Jacob cooked onions on a Friday 
instead of on a Sunday, the whole 
village thought it was Sunday. 
Some folk caught the smell of 
Jacob’s onions; some missed the 
smell of Caroline's bread or saw no 
washing on Peggy’s line; others 
waited for the postman or the sound 
of the horses, while the lazy people 
woke when the church bells rang. 

Old Jacob had a very good break- 
fast. When he had eaten the onions 
and scraped out the pan with a 
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spoon, he went 
out for a walk. 
He was amazed 
to find that all 
the shops were 
shut, because he 
knew it was a 
Friday. Then he 
saw the folk come 
out in their best 
clothes and heard 
the bells ringing. 
* [t is because 
of my eightieth 
birthday," he 
thought. “They 
are making it a 
holiday in my 
honour." 
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The old man was very proud. 
He went back home and put on his 
best coat, his scarlet tie and tall hat. 

Then he walked up and down the 
street bowing grandly to everyone he 
met. 

The villagers looked at each other 
in a queer way, and hurried to get 
safely past him. 

They met together in little groups 
outside the church and talked about 
him in loud whispers. 

“Jacob Moody has gone mad,” 
they said. 

2 

Away on the hillside there lived 
a Prince. He was expecting many 
guests to lunch that Friday, and the 
maids were busy. Rooms were 
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swept, silver was polished, and the 
gardeners carried tubs of flowers 
into the castle. 

Work went on very fast in the 
kitchen, until 
suddenly every- 
thing came to a 
' stop. The cook 
had not enough 
butter ! 

“Run to the 
a. village and fetch 


me some more,” she said to the errand- 
boy. “ Don't waste any time, either.” 

When the boy reached the village 
he found the shops closed and saw 
no folk about the farm. He heard 
the church bells ringing. 

“There must be a wedding 
to-day,” he thought. “I will go 
nutting until the people come back 
from church." 

So he wandered into the woods. 

The cook became impatient when 
the boy did not return. 

At last she got so angry that she 
went upstairs and told the Princess 
about it. 

“There has been time for the boy 
to go six times over," she said, “ and 
he is not yet back.” 
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* He is a good lad,” said the Prin- 
cess. "Some harm must have come 
tohim. I will go myself to find him." 
So off she went on her white pony. 
Down in the village there was not 
a soul in sight, except a funny old 
man who bowed to her many times. 
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Of course, this was Jacob Moody in 
his best clothes, but the Princess did 
not know. 

“They have all gone to the Fair,” 
she thought. “I will go too and 
join in the fun.” 

So she rode on to the show- 
ground. 

There was some alarm in the 
castle when the Princess stayed so 
long away. 

“I must set out to find her,” said 
the Prince, and he galloped off on 
his horse. 

The village was quiet and empty. 
The Prince met just one old man 
who bowed low to him. It was 


Jacob Moody, but the Prince did 
not know. 
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“It must be market day,” thought 
the Prince. “I will go to see the 
cattle.” 

So he went on to the market. 

"I am a great man now,” thought 
Jacob Moody. "Even the 
Prince and Princess come to /^. id 
greet me on my birthday." "m 


He called at the cottage and 
found his grandfather’s old briar 
pipe. Then he went to meet the 
people as they came out of church. 
He walked in front of his old friends 
and led them back to the village. 

“I must make a speech,” he 
thought. 

So he stood in the middle of the 
Street and waved to the people with 
his pipe, smiling and nodding as 
they gathered round him. 


Then he swept off his tall hat and 
bowed. 


" Ladies and Gentlemen," he began. 


The farmer nudged the postman; 
the women looked afraid. 


“I am grateful to you all,” went 
on old Jacob, “ You have taken a 
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holiday; you have held a service in 
the church in my honour. It is a 
day I shall never forget.” 

Parson Goodenough looked 
puzzled; the women 
moved farther away. 

“But you are not the 
only friends who have 
remembered me to-day,” 
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said Jacob in a proud voice. “The 
Prince and Princess themselves came 
to visit me this morning!” 

“He is not safe!” whispered the 
grocer to the butcher. 

The men drew near to each other 
and talked quietly; the women 
joined them. Nobody was left to 
listen to Jacob Moody. Then the 
blacksmith hurried to the smithy to 
fetch something. 

“They are going to give me a 
present!” thought Jacob. 

To his surprise, the blacksmith 
came back carrying a long -chain. 
He walked quickly up to Jacob and 
began to fasten the chain round the 
old man's waist. 
“Ви old Jacob did not mind. He 
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thought it was part of the fun. So 


looked as they pulled the chain 


tighter. 
"'They are not enjoying the 
game," he said to himself. “I 


wonder what it means.” 
The chain was fastened by a pad- 
lock. Six men now held the end of it. 
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“What shall be done to him?” 
they asked. 

“Take him to the mad-house!” 
screamed all the women together. 

Then old Jacob was afraid. 
“The villagers have all gone mad,” 
he thought. “They are not safe.” 

He began to struggle. He pulled 
and wriggled. He shook his fist at 
the men. He put out his tongue at 
the women. He shouted loudly. 

But it was of no use. The crowd 
dragged him along. 

At this moment the errand-boy 
came back from the woods and the 
Prince and Princess rode back, 
having found neither market nor fair. 

They stood still when they met 
the strange procession, There were 
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all the villagers in their best clothes, 
from the baker and the cow-boy to 
the parson and the bell-ringer. 
They were pulling along a funny 
old man in a scarlet tie and tall 
hat. Why, it was the same old . 
man who had bowed to them that ` 
morning! ; 
The Prince rode nearer and 
stopped the people. 
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“What has the old man done 
wrong Р” he asked. 

'The blacksmith tapped on his 
forehead and winked. 

“He has gone mad, Your High- 
ness," explained the farmer. 

"On a Sunday morning too!" 
said the parson. 

" But, my dear man, it is not Sun- 
day,” said the Prince. “It is Friday." 

All the villagers stood silent, their 
mouths and eyes wide open. They 
stared at the Prince in amazement. 

“But it must be Sunday,” said 
Parson Goodenough, stepping for- 
ward. “Peter Pullem was ringing 
the bells.” 

“Simon Stamp did not bring my 
newspaper,” said Peter Pullem. 
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“Bill Barnes had left his horse in 
the meadow,” said Simon Stamp. 

"Peggy Props had no clothes 
hanging out,” said Bill Barnes. 

“Caroline Cob did not bake her 
bread,” said Peggy Props. 

“Jacob Moody cooked onions for 
his breakfast,” said Caroline Cob 
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very clearly. “He fries them only 
on a Sunday.” 

The Prince and the Princess and 
the errand-boy all began to laugh. 
The village-folk dropped the chains 
and looked very much ashamed. 

Jacob Moody moved away from 
them and bowed to the Prince. 

"It is my eightieth birthday to- ' 
day, Your Highness,” he explained 
proudly. “1 cooked onions for my 
breakfast for a treat." 

The Prince looked at all the sorry 
people. Then he turned to Jacob 
Moody. 


“What shall be done with these 
foolish folk P” he asked. 


The old man’s blue eyes twinkled 
with fun. 
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“Take them to the mad-house! 
he said. | 
ut of course he did not mean 
a it. Instead, all the villagers 
e made holiday, and many 
Lf of them cooked 
onions for dinner as 
well as for supper. 


THE MILKMAID 


Once a milkmaid was walking to 
market with a pail of milk on her 
head. As she went along she was 
planning what she would do with the 
money she would get for the milk. 

“Let me see,” she said to herself. 
“Here are eight quarts of milk on 
my head. When I have sold them 
I shall have enough money to buy 
thirty eggs. I will take home my 
eggs and put them to hatch, and I 
shall be sure to have twenty-five 
chicks. Twenty-five chicks is quite 
a large family. I shall feed them up 
and look after them well, and by 
Christmas time they will be big 
enough to sell. I shall get a good 
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price for them then,—at least three or 
four pounds! Four pounds! That 
is a lot of money. 
- With it I will buy 
a new dress and 
Me anew hat. Then 
qe. “WS I will wear them 

Mu to church and 
I shall look so 
) fine that all the 


| young men will 
kis / want to walk 
1 home with me. 
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But I shall have 
* nothing to do 
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with them,—no, not I!” So saying, 
the milkmaid proudly tossed her 
head, quite forgetting the pail of milk. 
Off tumbled the pail and all the milk 
was spilled on the ground. The milk- 
maid cried bitterly. “This isa lesson 
to me,” she said, “not to count my 
chickens before they are hatched.” 


THE COW 


Thank you, pretty cow, that made 
Pleasant milk to soak my bread, 

Every day, and every night, 

Warm, and fresh, and sweet, and white. 


Do not chew the hemlock rank, 
Growing on the weedy bank; 
But the yellow cowslips eat, 
They will make it very sweet. 
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EXERCISES 


. Why did Caroline Cob think that Friday 
was Sunday ? 

. How can you remember the postman’s 
name Р 

. What was the name of the church bell- 
ringer P 

. Why did Old Jacob think that the people 
were having a holiday ? 

. Why did the people put a chain round 
Jacob P 
. Say what you know about Jacob's clothes ; 
about his best hat ; about his tie; about 
his eyes. 


31 


